TOE IMPENDING HOtm                         11
About twenty people were gathered in Christophers room. I knew some of them, but most were strangers Colonel Malina introduced me The white apron of Pul-chercia attracted me to the corner of the room where she ' sat with three other girls I knew all of them, having worked with each one at various times, but Pulchercia I loved best of all She was tiny and round, with an aureole of blonde hair framing her doll-like face She moved drowsily, as if it were a hot summer day, and her eyes made you think of the color of July honey
Pulchercia was a doctor and I had met her first a couple of years before, when I enrolled for a secret course of medicine given at the Warsaw Nursing School She lectured there at the time. Now she was working in the administration of the German-held hospital "Omega." Every day she trudged to work with some packages and bundles in her arms, and quite often some gallant German surgeon would help her carry them into lie hospital unaware that she was smuggling, little by little, arms and ammunition in preparation for this day. Pulchercia's husband was in a German prisoner-of-war camp, and she had to fend for herself and her small daughter. Her brother had been failed by the Germans six weeks before. I had never heard Pulchercia complain Her faith in the victory of justice and truth was never shaken
"Here's Christopher," she whispered to me "You got here by the skua of your teeth,"
General Christopher, in command of the Uyazdov see-to, stood in the door, filling it well with his seveivfoot height His white hair and his warm smile arrested attention. We got up to greet him.
"Hello, everybody," Christopher said. His voice always soothed me, no matter how fared or unnerved I might be. It had that quality of quiet assurance which made one think that nothing could go wrong as long as Christopher was around.